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From far beyond the waters and the years,
Horizons mute that wait their poet rise ;
The stream before me fades and disappears.

And in the Charles the western splendor dies*

SONNET

ON BEING ASKED  FOB AN  AUTOGRAPH JN VENICE

AMID these fragments of heroic days
When thought met deed with mutual passion's leap,
There sits a Fame whose silent trump makes cheap
What short-lived rumor of ourselves we raise.
They had far other estimate of praise
Who stamped the signet of their souls so deep
In art and action, and whose memories keep
TJieir height like stars above our misty ways :
In this grave presence to record my name
Something within me hangs the head and shrinks.
Dull were the soul without some joy in fame;
Yet here to claim remembrance were, methinks,
Like him who, in the desert's awful frame,
Notches his cockney initials on the Sphinx.

THE DANCING BEAE

over Elf-land poets stretch their sway,
And win their dearest crowns beyond the goal
Of their own conscious purpose ; they control
With gossamer threads wide-flown our fancy's play,
And so our action.    On my walk to-day,